
The contention of the two f Amoks Houfes , 

Take horfc fyveet father. let vs faue our felues. 

Enter Exeter. > t 

Exet.hvizy my Lord,for vengeance comes along with him: 
Nay ftmd not to expoftulate,make hade) 

Or elle come after , 11 c away before. 

K.Hets.Nay ftay good Exeter ,iot lie along with thee. 

Enter Clifford wounded, with an Arrow 
in his ruche. 

£ 7 »y.Heerc burnes my Candle out. 

That whilft it laftcd',gaue King Henry light. 

Ah Lancafter,I feare thine ouerthrow. 

More then my bodies parting from my foule* 

My loue and feare glude many friends to thee. 

And now I die, that tough commixture melts. 

Impairing fte»rr,ftrcngthcncd mifproud Torke, 

The common people lwarme like fummer flies. 

And whether flics the Gnats, but to the funne ? 

And who ftiincs now,but Henries enemy ? 

Oh Phoebus , hadft thou ncuer giuen confent. 

That Phaeton fhould chccke thy fiery fteedes. 

Thy burning carre had neuer fcorcht the earth. 

And Z/m7, hadft thou hu’d as Kings fhould do, 

And as thy father and his father did, 

Giuing no foote vnto the houfe of Torke , 

I and ten thoufand in this wofull Land, 

Had left no mourning widdowes for our deaths. 

And thou this day hadft kept thy throne in peace. 

For what doth cherifh weeds,but gentle airc* 

And what makes robbers bold,but lenity ? 

Bootleffc are plaints, and curelefle are my wounds. 

No way to flie.no ftrength to hold oHt flight. 

The foe is mercilefle and will not pitty me. 

And at their hands I haue deferude no pitty. 

The ayre is got into my bleeding wounds. 

And much effufe of blood doth make me faint. 

Come Torke tad Richard, Warwick^ and the reft, 


Torke And Lam After* 

Iftab’d your fathers, now come fplit my breaft. 

Enter Edward, Rtchard , Warwicke, and Souldiors. 
vdtv Thus farre our fortunes keepes an vpward 
rvfutfe and we are grac’d with wreaths of viftory. 
tie troopes purfue the bloudy minded Quecne, 

That now towards Barwict^ doth pofte amame. 

But thinke you that Clifford is fled away with them ? 

War No tis impoflible hclhould efcape. 

Pot though before his face I fpeake the words, 

Your brother Richard markt him for the graue. 

Id where fo ere hebe,l warrant him dead, 

Clifford grones, and then dies. 

f<k.Harke,what foule is this that takes his heauy lcaue ? 

Rich.K deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 

SdwSee who it is, and now the battailes ended. 

Friend! foe, let him be friendly vfed. . 

Rich, Rcuerfc that doome of mercy ,101 tis Cliftord, 

Whokild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftab’d our Princely father, Duke of Torke. 

War. From off the gates of Torke fetch downe the 
Head, Your fathers head which Clifford placed there : 

Mead of that,let his fupply the roome. 

Meafureformeafuremuftbeanfwered. 

£<fo.Bring forth that fatall Seritchowletoourhouie, 

That nothing lung to vs but bloud and death, 

Now his euill boding tongue no more (ball fpeake. 

War.\ thinke his vnderftanding is bereft. 

Say Clifford, doft thou know who fpeakes to thee r 
Darke cloudy death orc-flhades his beames of life, 

Andhenorfecs norhearesvs what we fay. 

Rich. Oh would he did,and fo perhaps he noth,. 

And tis his pollicy that in the time of death. 

He mi ght auoid fuch bitter ftornves as he 

In his houre of death did giue vnto our father. > • 

Richard, if thou tbinkeft fo,vex him with eager words 
&ck.Clifford,aske mercy and obtaine no grace. 
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